The Monastery of
Secluded Light

HE prodded him mischievously in the navel three
times, then, dropping his stick, turned round and
gave me a broad grin. I grinned back. This singular
action had been explained to me.

Many years ago a certain noble general, Yao Fen,
was traduced by the Prime Minister, Ch'in Huei,
and his wife, a vile couple, who were discovered and
disgraced. Yao Fen's tomb, a massive brick hemi-
sphere, faced with cement, and lying in a walled court-
yard of a shrine made sweet with trees, is honoured
to this day. On the statues of the evil Minister and his
wife, which stand at the other end of the same court-
yard, "are heaped all kinds of contumely/* One kind
I had just witnessed, the owner of the stick being a
child that had climbed on to the railings placed round
the statues to protect them. For the people still spurn
Ch'in, and until impeded by these palings were in
the habit of expressing their feelings by spitting on
his effigy and heaping on it literally other "kinds of
contumely."